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THE IRISH DIAMOND. 



ACT I, 

Scene. — A chamber, neatly furnished; door in p. e. b'. ; easel and jiait- 
folio ; doors, b. and L. ; Mrs. Blake seated, R. H., front, knitting, ker 
sptctacles on ; Dice plainly dressed, sitting at easel, l. h. ; back, Mart 
looking over his drawing. 

Mrs. B. Haven't you done yet 1 

Dick.'^Ql quite. I am not quite satisfied with your nose. 

[Kisses Mart apart. 

Mrs. B. If I'd a nose from Dublin to Connemara, ye might have 
drawn it by thi^ time. 

Mary. Pray have patience, grandmama, your picture will soon be 
finished, he is getting on so well. 

Dick. Just hold on that smile a little longer, there, I have caught it 
now — turn your face away a little more — a Ipetle more. 

[As Mrs. B. turns her back. Dice kisses Mart. 

Mrs. B. Wi«thatdo1 

Dick. Admirably. 

Mrs. B. He's as long making my nose as if it was a railroad. 

Dick. There, that will do for to-day. [Riset 

Mary. {Crosses to c.) Dear grandmama, you know how anxiouf 
Andy is to have your likeness. 

Mrs. B. If it wasn't for my darling boy — for that villain, Andy, that 
I love better than the apple of my eyes, I wouldn't ache my old back for 
all the pictures in Ireland ; but I'd like to leave him something to look 
upon when I'm dead and gone. 

Mary. And don't forget that Mr. Brown paints it for nothing 

Mrs. B. Mr. Brown is a good, steady, hard-working young man ; I 
wish my Andy was like him. 

Dick. Remember how young he is. 

Mrs. B. Old enough to know better than to idl'e about the streets with 
low boys, playing marbles and peg-top. > 

Dick. H.e is so full of spirits — so gay. 
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Mra. B. Duesn't he neglect his work : 

Dick. He is the sharpest lad in the printing-office wnere he jt em< 
ployed. 

Mrt. B. He's a good-for-nothing bad boy. 

Dick. He's the favorite of everybody. 

Mrs. B. Mj. Mulrooney says hie'll come to a bad end. 

Dick. Mr. A^ulrooQey is an ass. 

Mrs. B. He does not love his grandmother. 

Dick. He just worships you on both his knees, and you are an un- 
grateful old woman to say so. 

Mrs. B. poa^e and throw your two arms round my neck ; conie — no 
— don'L I'm not eight^en^ wish I was, that I might thank ye fax 
tke good word you give my Andy ; bless you for it all the same. 

Dicle. Don't listen to Old Mulrooney, he is a schoolmaster, and he 
thinks that boys were born Xf be thrashed. "^ 

Mary. He hates Andy. [Shoum outside. 

Mrs. B. Bless my heart, now there's Andy ; I'm sure he's up to 
something ; he'll be the death of me. 

Enter Ignatius MnLROONrv, vath a large umbrella, D. in F. 

JK«i. Oh, the villain I Ah, th(> young rascal ! 

/}ick. What's the matter, sii !. 

Mul. Hanging's the matter, si' That boy will be found giiilty of - 
my murder, with malice prepense. 

MrSi B. What has he done, now % 

Mul. I was in the poultry market, hatgaining for a turkey, ticketed 
" this fine turkey fifteen shillings," when I felt a slap on the back. I 
turned, and there was Andy, dodging away. W'ell, sir, iiT a minute 
after, such a shillibaloo as there was, :.a]l the market was laughing and 
hooting at me. '• I'll bid nine-and-six for you," says one ; " you're 
tough, maybe," says another ; " are you home-fed %" says a third — till 
I lo.st my temper, and run for it, vvith all the rabble at my tail. It was 
Andy's doing, I know it was. [Turns, andon his back is a ticket, with- 
these wards — " This fat goose, only ten-and-sixpence." Maby twitches it 
off and conceals it.] The instant my back is turned^ that villain is at 
some mischief ; I shall live to see hnm hung. 

Mrs. B. Oh ! Mr. Mulrooney — who could hang my Andy 1 

Mul. I could, ma'am, with pleasur<s 

Mrs. B. You are a brute. 

Mul. I wish I was, ma'am. It's only quadrupeds that are truly happy. 
They have no cares, no sorrows ; they have no Andys amongst them, 
«ia'am. What's here? \_iiees portrait.'] A portrait. Who's this V 

Mary. Cannot ye see 1 It's grandmamma. 

Mul. Thisi Ha! ha! This daub, a picture of that old woman! 
IFhere's the wrinkles T Hid under the paint, I suppose ! 

Dick. I hope, sir, it is oply an agreeable likeness. " 

ilfi*;. Agreeable ! You mean flattering. This picture has a Grecian 
nose, while- her's is a snub. 

Dick. Bear! 

Wul I'he real old Irish pug. No, sir ; you are wrong, to paint u 
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oJd woman of seventy with a face of seventeen I If yon paint < jevfl, 
never forget his tail. 

Dick. Wlien you sit for your portrait, sir, I shall furnish you with 
that, appendage. 

Mrs. B. I don't care, so long as Andy likes it. Bless his heart ! It 
may be as ugly as you, Mr. Mulrooney, or as handsome as my Andy- 
himself, but so long as it brings me to his mind, that's enough for me. 

Mill. There it is 1 You spoil him — you ruin him I've taught boys. 
I've reared the young idea ; I" know the breed. Believe me, the tree of 
knowledge was a birch ; and acting on that conviction, whenever I 
wished to impress my lessons on the heads'of boys, I always illustrated 
them with ivood-euls on the other extremities. llmitates whipping. 

Mr.i. B. I would not lay a finger on Andy for a kingdom. 

Mul. The first and only day he came to my school, I had him out to 
cane him well. I never felt so gratified, I had hardly raised my hand, 
when he gave mo what he calls his upper cut, and chin-chopper — that 
is, a simultaneous blow under the jaw, and another in that geography of 
the stomach vulgarly called the wind. 

Mrs. B. Poor boy — he ran home quite distressed, and said, Oh! 
grandma, what do you think I've done to old Mulil I've doubled him 
bp ! 

Mwl, Doubled me up 1 Yes, ma'am, and I'm not unfolded yet ! 

[Croases to s. h. comtr, 
lOries without.} 

Mary. "What is thati 

Mul. What is it 1 It is Andy. I'll stake my life, that imp is at tha 
bottdm-of it, whatever it is. 

Enter Andy, wet through, 9. in f. 

Mrs. B. Ah ! Bless the boy I What's the matter % 

Andy. I'm wet through. Here, old Mull, lend us your nose, and inn 
me out. 

Mul. I'd rather hang you out to dry, you rascal. 

Mrs. B Where have you been 1 

AHdy I've been in the wet dock, up to ihy neck. 

Mul. You'll he in another dock — ^up to your neck, too— one of these 
days. [ Crosses to k. o. 

Andy. Take that ould man and put him in a hottle, till he's asked for. 
Molly, darlint, look me out a dry suit. [Maky runs out, L. a. o. 

Mrs B. He'll catch his death of cold. How did you get into the wa- 
ter, sir 1 

Andy. I jumped in, to save a duck from drowning. 

Mul. That's a physical impossibility ! 

[Andy takes off his wet handkerchief. 

Andy. Arrah, who's talkin' of physic "i 

Mul. Buflfon denies that a duck can drown. 

Aridy. Who's Buffoon, when he's at home 1 

Mul. He's dead long ago, ignoramus. 

Andy. Then how the divil could he deny that our duck didn't drown * 
Ignoramus yerself. Ducks has altered their minds — so has geese 
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Mul. I should like to see a, goose drown. 

Andy. Bedad, so would I. Jump into the dock wid a lookin' glaii^ 
and we'll both be satisfied., 

[Maby returns with a blouse, L. H. D. — Andy tlips his wet haruBeer- 
chief into MnLKOoNEy's pocket. 

Mul. Mrs. Blake, ma'am, your grandson will die on the devil's fishing- 
(bd, ma'am, that's the gallow^. 

Mary. Come, Andy 

Andy. [PvXling out a peashooter.'] Where's my pop 1 Ho ! — I say, 
Afr. Dick, I'll lay you two to one, in kidney potatoes, I hit his nose, first 
shot. [Puts a pea in his mouth. 

Dick. No, no ! 

Andy. [At the iJoor.] Hay ! [Mulbooney lurTis, 

Mul. Ehl 

Andy. Phoo ! ' {Blows a pea at him. 

MuL Oh 1 [Soldi his nose, Andy runs out.] Why wasn't I born an 
Ingin — a red Ingin — that I might hang up his scalp in my cabin like a 
fiy-catcher ; but I'll see him hung. I'll be up at eight in the morning, 
and I'll see him dancing on the tight rope. 

[Maby speaks asidt with Dick 

Mrs. B. Mr. Mulrooney, boys will be boys. 

Mul. Yes, madam, but they needn't be bull terriers, to worry the 
heels of Christians ; but no matter, he'll keep. It's another matter 
brings me here to-day. I've great news for that darling good girl, 
Mary— Mary, my little shamrock, come here to me. I've that- to tell 
you, will bring the flowers upon your cheek and the dew into your eye. 
Mslry, you are an honest, modest girl, and a friend of mine, Michael 
Lanagan, wid £500 a year and an elegant jaunting-car, will make Mri. 
Lanagan of you, if you'll only say the word. Mike is a substantial 
man. 

Mrs. S. And an elegant jaunting-car. 

Mary. He's old enough to be my father. 

Mul. 'Tisn't age, Mary, it's fat that disguises him. 

Mrs. B. Mary, dear, don't be prejudiced. Mr. Lanagan bears a high 
character. 

Mul. He's chokin' with good qualities, ma'am. 

Mary. But, I don't like him. 

Mrs B. 1 hated my husband when I married him ; but it's wonderfa. 
what a thing habit is ; I adored him at last, especially when he died. 

Mul. Let us take a quiet talk over it, ma'am, in the next room. 
Voung girls is like youlig pigs, there's no driving them to mar- 
ket, [Crosses to b. h. d. — Exeunt Mulbooney and Mrs. Hlake, k. d. 

Mary. Dick, dear Dick, what shall we do? 

Dick. My dearest Mary, trust to me, I will never desert you ! Are 
you not mine? 

Mary Vou could not deceive me; but why postpone our marriage 1 
While my mother lived, we had the pension given to her as my father's 
widow ; but, since ber death, my ear-oings joined to those of Andy, ar« 
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our sole subsistence, how then can I avoid this proposal which wiuld 
bring us wealth and comfort! 

Dtck. Mary, I cannot explain to you the obstacles which at present 
compel me to keep our love a secret; but, is there not in that love 
security for its endurance and its truth ! Could I injure you ". — do you 
doubt mel - 

Mary. [EmbfuciTig him.'] No, no ! I have trusted you with more than 
my life, and I must believe you till death. 

Dick. Dearest ! [Kisses her 

Aruly. \_Looking i».] Ah 1 I caught you, did I f 

Dick. Andy — the devil ! Good bye, Mary. [Runs off door in f 

Andy. Stop — kiss her again — ha, ha ! — hurroo^ how he runsl there's 
action for you ! What a pity he's not in shafts — if he can keep that up 
he's under three minutes. [Begins to wmifa lop. 

Mary. [ Comes down b. h.] Oh ! Andy, they want me to marry old 
Lanagan ! ^ 

A7uiy. Arrah ! is it the butcher? — What fori 

Mary. Because he's a substantial man. 

Andy. Oho! Be the piper, he's that. Three hundred pounds aver- 
dupise, if he's an ounce. Arrah, what 'ud you do nid him 1 May be 
he's too big to take care of himself all at once. Them big men is 
always in their own way. \_Spins his lop, 

Mary. If I won't have him, will you stand by mel 

Andy. Like the nose on your facel 

Mary. And you'll be secret ? 

Andy. I'll never blow it. 

Mary. Dear Andy, and now tell me how did you get into the dockl 

Andy. Oh I murdher ! didn't I tell you ! — I'd forgot it. Yqu see, I 
was carrying proofs to press, — but stop, where's Mul 2 

Mary. In the next room, speaking with mother. 

Andy. Oh I [He puts a chair across the door.^ Well, as I was saying, 
I was rattlin' along by Fortobello bridge, where I heard a phillilleloo 
murdher — tare an ouns 1 and I saw a crowd o' people taring away foi 
the bare life, so up I ran. Whoo ! sis I, whose cat's got the measles ? 

Mary. What was the matter 1 

Andy. " Oh, wenasthru ! Ochone !" ses an old lady, " will nobody 
save bim? will nobody save my child 1" and, sure enough, there was a' 
poor little boy struggling in the water below. 

Mary. In the dock] 

Andy. Divil a ha'porth else, am^ there was the people runnin' one 
way and another — every way but the right way — screeching and axin' 
how the poor child got there. " Arrah 1 get out of the way," sis I, — I 
tuck a run at it, and in I went head fust, like an Irishman ; I cum up 
like a cork, looked round, but the child had sunk. [Winds his lop. 

Mary. Oh ! mercy. ' 

Andy. They hurrooed and pointed behind me. Down I went again 
— caught the little villin this time by tjie scruff o' the neck, and had 
him ashore in a pig's whisper. 

Mary. Dear Andy ! you saved him — and the grand lady, what did 
he do 1 — who was she ' 



8 ANDT BLAKB. 

Andy. Arrah ! how would I know % 

J/ary. And what did you get for it 1 

Andy. Bedail, I got wet. [Spint hia tcf. 

Mary. Kiss me, Andy, you're a noble boy, whatever they may- say, 

Andy. [Kisses her'] There; don' you wish it^ was Mr. Dick T I say, 
Mary, there's one thing I don't hke in your painter — he comes here in 
poor clothes, and passes off for a workin' man^-why, then, does he 
drive about in a fine coach all day 1 

Mary. Mr. Brown ? ' 

Andy. I don't think that's' his real name — ^be's an officer. I've seen 
him in grand jerritnentals, ridin' about. 

Mary. Andy, are you sure 1— — 

Andy. Well, be denies it — and says he's somebody else. 
- Mary. Oh ! you are mistaken. 

Enter MniEOONEy, who stumbles over the Chair. 

iMiiZ. Murder! Oh, oh ! . • 

Andy. What's the matther, Sir, I hope ye hav'n't burt-^ — your ttii>> 
brella? 

Mid. I'll break it over your head, you villin. 

Andy, [Threatening to spin his top.] Two to one, I peg your faToriia 
corn. ■ It , 

Mul. Ah ! [Hops and skips about] Mrs. Blake — Ma'am — will you 
—ah !— rascal ! — Mrs. Blake ! 

- Enter Mes. Blake. 

Andy. 'Here's old Mull won't let me spin my top. 

Mul, You'll come by a bad end — mind what I tell ye. 

[Maby goes round Table, picks up Chair, K. H. ' 

Andy. I'll dance at your wake, for all that. Good bye. Sir. 

Mul. Good morning, Mrs. Blake. [Exit Mulrooney, d. in r. 

Andy. Hay ! [Muleooney looks in.] The top of the morning to Mrs. 
Mull [Mdlrooney disappear*. 

Mrs. B. Andy, Andy, — you will bring me la sorrow and disgrace, 
you bad boy, you will. 

Andy Ah I — now — Granny — is it me 1 < 

Mrs B. You lazy, idle, tinduliful, boy — you're — ^you'r&— — 

Andy. Molly, darling, — give Granny her knittin' — she can never 
spake handy, if her hand hasn't something to hould on to. 

Mn. B. Don't I spend my old eyesight in working socks for you t— • 
snd there's Mary, always mendin' your clothes. 

Andy. Iss, Ma'am — I'm a vagabone entirely. 

Mrs. B. Where's your new cap that she bought you yesterday 1 

Andy. The now one. [Feels on his head.'\ Oh, murdher, Heft it.in tho 
dock ! 

Mrs. B. In the dock ! and it cost five shillings. 

Mary. Never mind, grandmother, it was lost in saving the life of s 
poor child. - " . 

Andy. And sure I can go without one, granny, or make anothei->t 
hurroo ! [Makes a cap of paper.^ There's nothing like indipindince ! 
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Here's tlie thruc cap of liberty made out of the opinions of the press. 
[Jumps oil a r.hair.'^ Raise up the white ov ycr eyes, Mrs. Blalie, and 
take a luli t>ut u' tlial. 

Mfs B .Andy, ain't you a plague instead of a comfort to me ' 

AiuLy. I am, ma'am. 

Mrs. B. And I'm sure it's not for want of talkin' to you. 

Andy. I'm sure it's not, ma'am. 

Mrs. B. Is it laffin' at your frranny ye are 1 

Andy. Did ye see me laf ! [Business,] I'm as grave as a musthard 
pot. 

Mrs. B. Then listen to me. Andy. — the time is now come when you 
(•re old enough to lie taken unto our counsels, and sit down like a man. 
[Andy /?/;*■ over the chair.] All ! bless the boy. 

Andy. Go on, ma'am, I'm lislenin'. 

Mrs. B. Ah, Andy, will you never be a man ? — do you so soon forget 
the dying words of your poor father? 

Anily. My father I 

Mrs. IS. He fell in battle, and by his death he saved his Colonel's 
life. Do you forget this letter, Andy ! — it has never quitted my breast 
since the dav wc received it. Read it. Andy. {She hands Anvy a teller. 

Andy. '* My darling boy, a comrade is seated by my bedside atwT 
writes this letter ; for I am dying, my poor Andy, and before you read 
this I shall be under the sod, and you will bo fatherless. I have no- 
thing to leave you but a name that dishonor has never touched^ Love 
those I leave behind me — love them for me, Andy — work for them as I 
would have done — cherish your poor old granny — protect your sister — 
and remember me. My last breath will be a prayer for you. God bless 
you — God bless you I 

* [Andy kneels beside Mrs. Bl.ike, and hides his face in her dress. 

Mrs. B. Don't cry, Andy, my pet. Andy, darling, don't — ■ — 

Aiiiy. [Sohhing.] Iss, I will — 1 will ; for I didn't remember my poor 
father — and he's wal^ching me — now — so he is — but I'll work, graimy — 
I will — there goes my top. \,Thows it away.] I'll soon pass all thw 
printers in the office — the master says I can. I'll be overseer, .wid 
double wages, and you shall have a silk gown — there goes my pay 
shooter. [Throws it away'.] I'll play no more, but work for you as 
father would have done. I'll be a man, granny — it's mighty hard to do 
it all at once — but, heu, heu, heu I there go the marbles ! [Showers (he 
marbles away.] There, it's over now — kiss me, granny, [//c ihrows 
himself into her arms.] I'm off now to work — kiss me, Mary — good- 
Lye. — I'm off ! [Runs out. 

Mr". B. [Wiping her eyes witkher knitting] What did you make the 
boy cry for? — ye heartless creature! 

Mary. Dear Andy — and he was so fond of his playthings I 

Mrs. B. Give me h's top, he'll want it again to-morrow, the I'arlin'. 
What HM you go and show him That letter for! — isn't it enoucii that 
the boy is worked off his tivo legs day and night, to put bread in our 
mouths \ 

Mary. Yes, indeed, granny — I was wrong 
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Mrs. B. Ye'te never happy but when you're teazin' and fault-findin' j 
but you'll soon be married, and then we'll be happy, maybe. 

Mary, Married I 

Mrs. B. And settled. Mr. Lanagan, wid five hundred a-year, and ■ 
jaunting-car, will push Andy, and maybe he'll buy him a share in th« 
printing-office. 

Mary. Don't ask me to marry old Lanagan, granny. 

Mrs. B. Refuse five hundred pounds a yearl 

Mary. I can't love him. 

Mrs. B. And a jaunting car. Is it stark-starin', ravin' mad y'aret 
or is it as Mrs. Mulrooney says, that you are in love ? 

Mary, Me • 

.Mrs. B. That's il — ^you're in love with this young painter. Would 
ye throw yourself away on a painter ! — only a painter, — if he was even 

a painter and glazier itself 

/ Mary. [ Thoughtfully.^ I wish he was. 

Mrs. B. See now ; this young man may be very hopest — ^but he 
hasn't a shop, or any respectable sign of a livelihood about him. Mr 
Mulrooney thinks he's a runaway convict. 

Mary. [Thoughlfully.] I wish he was. 

Mrs. B. So I'll just tell him this evening, that you are goen' to be 
married, and we want all the room in the place here for courtship. 

£!nter Mdlbo6ney, n. in F. 

Mill. 1 knew it — he's caught at last ! Oh, blessed day ! Mrs. Blakr 
— Ma'am, 1 congratulate you. The villain is laid by the heels. 

Mrs. B. Who 1 who 1 

Mul. Who but Andy 1 He's in the hands of the police — and I hopo 
lie'll try his upper cuts and chinchoppers upon them. I hope so ; thai 
will aggravate his case. 

Mary. My brother in custody ■! 

Mul. I saw him tiff to the Lock-up. 

Mrs. B. What has he done ! 

Mul. He was discovered in the act of breaking into a jeweller'* ihop 

Mrs B. Andy, a robber ! — Oh! what'll be done to him ! 

Mul Transportation for twenty-one years. I congratulate you ;— 
he'll be taught a useful trade — on the silent system. 

Enter Andy, quickly, hut unohserved, 

Mrt.'^B. Oh. my poor boy7 — my darlin' ! 

Mul. It's a great,, blow — a mighty big blow entirely. 

Mary. Granny, it is impossible. Andy u thief 1 — a felon ? N*— 
no .• 

Mul. If he isn't — may as big a blow fall on me. [Andy knocks hit 
hat mer his eyes.] Murdher ! — fire t — thieves ! — fire ! 

• [Puis up his umbrella. 

Mrs. B. Ah ! Andy. 

Mary. Dear Andy. 

Andy. Stop, till 1 rowl this spalpeen up wid a polthogue, that'll mak« 
t holy shpw of him for all his life. 
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Mary. No, Andy, no. 
_ Andy. A thief, am I ? — a felon ? — let me at him. 

MuWNo; hould him in hard. 

Mrs. B. Andy, Andy, — I insist, — dv'e hear me 1 

[MuLRooNEr is pursued by Andv.^Mulbooney holds up his nin* 
brella to protect himself ; at last escapes into room, £. H. 

Mul. Hold him tight, Mary. 

Andy. Accuse me of felony ! — make me out a thief ! I'll murdhet 
him — if I spoil a market. lExit Mrs. Blake after Mulroohby. 

Mary. Why were you taken by the police '' 

Andy. Oh, 'twas nothin'. As I walked along, I felt an odd marble in 
my pocket ; I jerked it away, and whip it went through a window. 
The polisman saw it, and tuck me, and sure enough I was bein' 
marched oif to the lock-up, when a fins coach drove up, and out jumped 
your grand painter, Mr. Dick. 

Mary. He 1 Andy, it is impossible! 

Andy. He only whispered some words to the polisman, who imme- 
diately dropped me like a hot potatoe. Mr. Dick didn't think I over- 
beard what he said, but I did. 

Mary. Oh. Andy. 

Andy. He said : " My name is Captain Richard Daly ; I am the 
son of General Daly, of Daly Castle, and I will be answerable for this 
boy ;" with that he jumped into his carriage again, and drove away— 
so you see all his painting is a sham. Hollo — Mary, — Mary darlin' ! — 
how pale you are., 

Mary. Oh, I have been deceived. 

Andy. You loved him. [Mary sits and. cries, L. H.] and he led you on, 
the sneaking villain. 

Mary. No, Andy, he means me well — he will marry me — he hai 
sworn it. 

Andy. Marry, marry you 1 Stop — didn't I see the name of Richard 
Daly in the newspaper this morning 1 tare an ouns, I did so. We print 
the paper, and I set up the article about him. Stop ! — it's here. [Runs 
to the table and searches.'] Wh«re did I put it ! — ho ! [Pulls his cap off] 
Here it is ; [Looks it over.] it begins wid — " Marriage in Hiah Life I" 
Ha, sure enough. Look here! [Reads.] "Marriage in Hi^h Life. 
We understand, that Captain Richard Daly, of the Inntskellen Dra- 
gooms, will soon lead to the altar, the only daughter and heiress of 
Lord O'Malley." 

Mary. Lost ! — ruined ! [Kneeling. 

Andy. Mary ! Mary asthdre-^oh, murther alive — darlin' ! spake to me. 
, Mary, Andy, don't scorn me ; don't look at me, I have disgraced our 
father's name 1 

Andy. Hush ! [Places his hand nn her mouth.] Oh, Mary, my sis- 
thci !^oh, don't spake the word — he'll hear ye, maybe ! 

Mary. Do you not believe me, Andy, that he promised— he swoio to 
make me his wife ! 

Andy. Hush ! here's granny — not a word. Oh, murther ! if shl 
thought, it would break her heart entirely. 
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' Enter Mrs, Blakg cmd Mulboonev, n. tt. d. 

Mnl: T' he peaceable f 

Andy. Oh, never fear, I'm wathere<^ down; [ Wtpw A/V ryw.] iss, 
indecil — [Amdf, In Marv.] arrah, smile at it— laujfh, acualila. [Aluud] 
Mull, giv' us jiour hand—^faix, yernnt su baci afther all ; there's w orse 
men than ye — oh, be dad, there is. [Aside.] Granny's luking at ye , 
pluck up a smile, my jewel. Oh, my heart is choking me^so it is. 

MuL Why what'.« the matter with the boy 1 I believe he's drunk. 

Andy fss — ha ! ha !— it's drunk I am, but it's on salt watherl. Hoo, 
hoo ! — but it's a dhrink that has made a man of me. [Crosxes to Mrs. 
B., R. H.] Granny, good bye, darlin' — sa^ a graod word to Mary, she's 
in throuble and sore-heartetl. [Crosses to l. h. — aside to Mary.] Mary, 
I'm offtoseeMr. Daly. Whisht — not a word. [.4/oBrf.— Pa»«i«£ Mart 
across to Mrs.' B.] There ! — and now I'll run back to work. 

Mrx. B Hcfiven bless you, Andy, in all you do. 

Andy. Heaven bless me '. Ob, yes. May heaven bless me in \vhat 
I'm gojn' to do. [Drawing ovl the teller.] Father, darlin' — father, aroon, 
are ye looUin' down upon your poor Andy 1 [Reads ] tove your sis'er, 
■and protect her. as I would do. [Kisses the letter^ I will, wid the 
blessin' of heav'n, 1 will Good bye, granny ; mother, good bye — good 
bye, Mull. \jRuns out. 

END OP ACT I. 



ACT It. 

/ 
Scene I. — A richly furnished Saloon in General Daly's Home. 

Enter the General and Lady MounTjoy, r h. 1b. 

Gen. I.ady Mountjoy, I'tell you, you are wrong. 

Lady M. General Daly, I tefl you, I am fight. 

Gen. Now, look ye, sister. My son Dick is four and twenty ; he haa 
been for six years playing the dandy soldier in a crack regiment — a war 
breaks i)ut in Turkey — I smell powder from here. Dick shall not skufk 
behind your petticoat, but fight, ma'am, fight ! Why, before I'was hia 
age, I had more bullet holes in my body than button holes in my uni- 
form. 

Lady M. Is not he your only son 1 

Gen. And ain't I his only father! What's good for the goose ii 
gonil for the gosling. ^ I'll not have him molleycoddted. 

Lady M. He'll be coming back to us on a. pair of wooden legs. 

Geti. So much the better, [Crosses lo r.] then he'll never have the 
gout. If I had been lucky enough to lose mine, what -a. blessing il 
would have been to my temp'er. Oh 1 here he is. 

Enter Dick, in Uniform, u D. 

Dick. Good morning. General. Ah! Aunt, I am glad to see yoa. 

Gen. Don't let me diminish your satisfaction by sharing its 

Ladj/ M. Stay, General, my nephew shall decide between us^ 
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' 0»n. jJone ! If he's a Daly, and ray son, I'll anewei forhim,: 

Lady M. Richard, you have to choose. Will you accept a commission 
ki th&88th, or the hand of Arabella O'Malleyl 

Gen. Ah, the Jezebel 1 h'jw she puts it. 

Dick. A choice between a commission in the 88th 

Oen. En, route for Constantinople, my boy — lots of fightin g , 

Dick. Or, the hand of Arabella 

Lady M. En route for matrimony, my hoy.i 

Gen. Yes, and lots of fighting. Aha, I had her there ! j^a. ha' 

, ; - . \Risea and Cfrniei doum, BL V. 

Dick. Could your son hesitate ! [Croasea to c] 1 accept the com- 
mission. • : ■'■ : 

Gen. Beaten into toothpicks ! Horse, foot, and artillery, < - g 

[ Croasei to a. 

Lady M. I confess it. I gave him credit for better taste. 

Gen. Come, I won't crow over youi The regiment sails in a month. 
There's plenty of time for him to marry >.and settle, and be ofif— — 

Dick. Marry! — But, sir, I have no desire to marry. 
...G«i; More shame for you. Before I was your age, I would have 
married fifty wives, if the law hadn't a prejudice against it. 

Dic^. But you have often told me that a' married man made a bad 
soldier. 

' Gen. The Daly a are an exception — fighting is their element — look 
at your aunt, marriage didn't spoil her, ask her husband. 

Lady M. General, you are a bear I 

Gen. Your ladyship is my sister ! • , 

•.Lady M. Come, Richqrd, let us leave him, [Creases to r. c.,] the goat 
Das not left a trace of the. civilized being in him. 

Gen. Go along, Dick, but remember, sir, the O'Malleys are noble 
and nob, you marry next Monday, and on that day three weeks you 
vail for the wars ; let me see that you distinguish yourself in both capa- 
cities. 

Dick. But, sir • . • ■ 

Gen. Silence in the ranks ! — Discipline, damme ! — right about — left 
foot foi'ard — quick march ! [Exeunt Ladt M. and Dice, s. h. d.I There, 
that's my system ; obedience and silence.: It's part of my mfallible 
remedy for the gout. No contradiction — I'd like to hear the voice 
raised whien I give an order. 

AnSy. [Oiit.iide.'j I tell you, I will. 

Sere. [Outside.] You can't go up, sir. 

Andy. lOulside.'j Hould oiTyour hands. 

Serv. It's impossible. 

Gen. What's this uproar X 

Miter Andy and Servant, o. d. 

How, now — how, now. What boy is this 1 

Serv. He asked for Captaic Daly, and then for you ; he forced hi* 
way in, in spite of me 

&en. What's the meaning of this '\ what d'ye want 1 

Andy. Jir.ral Daly, iv ye plaze, sir. 
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Gen. I'm General Daly. 

Andy. I've a word to say to yer honor. 

Gen. Well, out with it. 

Atidt/. Iss, sir ;" but there's three pair of ears to two people's bUBineil. 

Gen. Leave us, William. [Exit Sekvamt, c. d.] Now, what hava 
you to say 1 

Andy. It — it is — sorra come to me, jinral, but it's ba4 news, and 
■bout your own son. 

Gen. Ha ! — go on, and- remember I am his father. 

Andy. I'm sorry for it, sir ; but that's no fault o' mine, is it, jinral 1 
If he wasn't your son, d'ye know, I'd call him the biggest blackguard 
that ever spoiled a dacent name. 

Gen. Explain yourself. [Aside.^ I fear that rascal, Dick, has got 
in A some love-scrape— there's a girl at the bottom of this — I feel it. 

[8it». 

Andy. Ye see, jinral, I live in a little cottage, bayant near Dolly- 
mount, wid the ould granny and a colleen, my sisther, that is. We wor 
as happy as bugs in a rug, till the day a young painter darkened our 
dure-^he was a stranger, and the welkim was his. Oh, jinral, when 
St, Pathrick dhrove all the crapin things out of Ireland, he left one sar- 
pint behind him, and that was your son. 

Gen. What has my son to do with all this 1 

Andy. Wasn't he the painter, under a sham name 1 He said he was 
poor, and so we opened our hearts to him, and we said, take all we 
have to give — that is, our love ; but he didn't come to share— he came 
to rob ; he didn't want our, love — he wanted our ruination. 

Gen. If injury has been done you, Dick shall atone for it. 

Andy. If you knew how we loved him. Granny loved him like her 
own boy : and I loved him, and Mary 1 — oh, poor Mary loved him too 
well — she trusted his promises. 

Gen. This is the fruit of his aunt's dandifying education — this is high- 
life morality. I knew there was something under his infernal pipeclay 
sobriety lately. He never' came home drunk in his life — no, that's bad 
taste, and Dick's a line gentleman, but he'll poison the happiness of 
an honest family, like a sneaking son of centipede — that's good taste, 
^nd a fine after-dinner anecdote. 

Andy Whoo ! jinral, the Dalys is a grate family, intirely— the lala 
ould stock. 

Gen. Return to your sister, and say that I will see her righted, 

Andy. I knew it — iss, sir. 

Gen. My son shall make her a handsome allowance. 

Andy. Money ! 

Gen. What would you have 1 

Andy. Don't be angry, jinral. I'd ask you one thing. When ■ 
■ol'jier disguises himself, and steals, unbeknown into a furrin camp, to 
worm out the secrets of the people there, to ruin them, what's done to 
him if he's caught 1 

• Gen. He's a spy, and his life is forfeit. 
' Aiidy. Well, then, my father was a soldier — his bouse was his camp— 
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your son a soldier, too, stole, unbeknown, and in disguise into our house, 
to steal our sacrets, to ruin us ! Is not his life forfeit to my sister 1 

Gen. His life ! IRises. 

Andy. Let him marry her — he gave his word — if he's a gentleman, 
he has but one — let him talte it up — he pledged his honor — if he's a 
soldier, what'll he do without it % 

Gen. My son marry your sister ! [Re-enter Lady Moontjoy, b. h. d. 
Oh ! here's his aunt. So, your ladyship has arrived just iii time. VouT 
hopeful nephew, ma'am, has been distinguishing himself finely, thanki 
to your fashionable principles. 

Andy. [Aside.] Why. sure I've seen that lady before ! 

Lady M. What's the matter? 

Gen. The matter is, that your nephew is a rascal — he's a scurvy vil- 
lain, ma'am. He-has ruined an innocent young girl, whose love he 
gained under an assumed name. 

Lady M. Well, General, there's no need to make such a noise about 
it. Richard will behave as a gentleman would do under the circum- 
stances. Who is the young person 1 

Andy. She is my sister. 

Lady M. Ah ! [Grosses to c] of a person in the lower ranks. I 
thought B.ichard had better taste. 

Andy. Thrue for you, ma'am ; if he had done it amongst you in the 
upper ranks, he'd have shown betlher taste, and there'd have been lesi 
noise about it, maybe. 

Lady M. And what does this little man want ? 

Qen. He wants Dick to marry his sister. 

Lady M. Ha ! ha I ha ' that is too good ! Ha ! ha ! marry a name- 
less beggar — : — 

, Andy. [Half-angry.] Iss, indeed, it's mighty droll : a fine gentleman 
brings ruin and disgrace on poor humble folks — ho ! ho ! it's a great 
joke entirely — he robs them, and there's no law to protect the only 
property of the poor — their good name — how good that is^he ! he I 
Then the old woman may die broken-hearted — who knows or cares how 
she dies '! The girl may pine and wither — she's poor and nobody will 
be any the wiser — ha ! ha ! The rich must have their pleasures, and 
the poor must pay for 'em — ha ! ha ! ha ! — oh, I'll choke wid laughin'. 

[Bursts into hysterical tears. 

Gen. Lady Mountjoy. your nephew is no son of mine. This boy is 
right — he has pledged his word. 

Lady M. Think of our family ! 

Andy. Oh, yes ! but I didn't think of my family when I jumped into 
the dock this mofcing to save your child's life. 

Lady M. You ! 'Twas you who saved ray darling — my onjy child 

Gen. Brave boy ! The newspapers already are full of the nnbl 
deed. 

Lady M. And I advertised -a. reward for you — why have you not 
claimed it % 

Andy. Arrah, if a Newfoundla;id dog had been in my place, he would 
ha' done it, and divil a word would ha' been said ; and d'ye think he'd 
have come scratchin' at your door for your reward 1 [Goes up. 
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(reti. Now, dster, what d'ye say % — you are ilumbfouniled. Loot fu, 
my little man, go (jring your sister here. . , v 

- ~ Andy. [Comes down c] That will I, sir-^^she's not far off; and when 
you see her, the heart of you will melt info your eyes. But,^inral, 
dear, spake kitidly to her — don't put on yer jerrimental face^she's .a 
tender creature, fiod bless ye: — give her the good word, and the soft 
look. I'll be wid ye iii a minute, . ' . [Huni out, c. D. 

Gen. Sister., what's to be done 1 .Dicli's a scoundrel^an infernal 
rascal I I don't know if I make myself clearly understood. 

Lady M. Oalm jfourself, General, for heaven's sake ! 

Gen, Reparation shall be made, . . 

iady M. The gout has got into your temper. , . -r 

6en. It hasn't got into my heart, nor into my conscience. I'm a 
soldier every inch of me. My son bears my name, and shall not dis- 
honor it. No, by — — [Enter Di(?k, c. d.] Oh ! you are . here-^ydn 
are here! — and with that pipe-clay face ! . Speak, rascal, what is this 
that I have heard ! You have deceived — ruined a defenceless girl ! 
■Dick. General 

Qen, .You lie, sir, ypu did ! You changed your name to do this 
"dirty work I I thank you for the respect you showed to mine : you 
pledged your word to marry the poor child, and then betrayed her. 
Gma up to Aim.J Captain Daly, you are a coward 1 

Uick. A coward I! 

Gen. Ayi a court-martial can't break you, but /, your father, tell you 
tnat you have disgraced the mother that bore you, and the queen, whose 
uniform you wear. These are the marks of hdnor — they are not fit for 
you. 

\He Iffin th epaulettes from RipHABD's"«io«Wer», and throws them 
down. 

Dick. Ah! this is too much I 

Gen. Silciice ! 

Lady M. Richard, leave your father; he is mad. Come^-come with 
ine. 

Dick. Oh, he shall repent this usage. [Bfxit. 

Lady M. Brother, you are a polar bear. Ydu will drive him frantic— 
you horrible old rhinoceros. [Exit, after Richabd, c. d. 

Gen. I've brought on a twinge pf the goiit. [He sits down, Ji-I If I 
hadn't the temper of an angel, they would have me in a lunatic asylum 
in a week. 

Re-enter Andy. o. d. 

Oh .! you are back again ! 

And. She's here. Whisht ! She don't know that she is in yon( 
house, or she would not have come. 

Gen. Well, brrn^ her in. , [Raagmy. 

Andy. I will, sir [^Going, returns.'^ But spike kindly, Gin'ral. A 
■oft word opens the heart, and ye have a smile that's becomin' to ye. 

Gen. Go along, sir. 
. Andy. (Speaking off, c. n. to L. H.] Come in, dairKn— ^wip« »ou» 
■hoes, anthore — iss ! Now, then, this way. 
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Enter Maey, c. d. 

Mary. You told me I was to see a lad; heie. 

Andy. Whisht 1 she's out. 

©cm. Humph! — I thought so. Very pretty. Damned scoundrel! 

Andy. Go near him. He's hard o'hearing, and can't see you. 

Gen. ISharpli/.'] Approach. [She starts away. 

Andy. [Stopping her] Ah, Gin'ral, dont spake so rough to her ; she 
i»n't used to it. Come, Mary dear, this is a gin'ral, a rale gin'ral — the 
finest in Ireland, wid a heart as Big as the hill of Howth, an' a smile like 
the sunbeams on Dublin bay. [Astde to him.'] Smile a bit. 

Oen. I'm General Daly, the father of that rascal, Dick. 

Andy. [Aside] Whevr \ The cat's out of the bag. 

Mary. Oh, Andy 1 where have you brought me 1 

Andy. [Aside.] Don't trimble ; I'm by your side. JJeverfear; he'« 
only a man, though he looks like a say-sarpint. - 

Gen. Don't be frightened. I knpw all. My son is a scoundrel. 

Mary. No — no. [Crosses to GESBB.i.h. 

Gen. I say he is. [Sharply. 

Andy. [Asirfc] Don't contradict him, jewel; he ought to know bent. 

Gefi. He deceived you, and promised to marry you ! 

Mary.' Yes, sir. 

Gen. And why did he not keep his word t 

Mary. He ' said thatt ther^ was An insiirmountable obstacle in the 
way." - ■ ^ 

'Andy. That was you, sir. You were the insurmountable obstacle. 

Gen. The profligate ! He made me to blame. And you love him 
still?'' ■' ■" '" ■ -" '■'■ ■'■_■'• 

Mary. No, I hate him— and I wish I were dead. [Cries. 

Gen. Don't cr^i' my child ; he shall be punished. I've done with 
him! I'll discard, disinherit him. ' 

Mary, [kneelinff by his side.} No, no ! not for me — for then he would 
hate roe. Pardon'himi 

Gen. Poor child. She said she did not love him. This is an injured 
woman's hate^-she can't harbor an unkind thought for her destroyer. 
Bqt is it possible that you have no protector. Where is your father? 

Andy. He is dead, Sir. 

Gen. Dead ? 

Andy. He died on the field of battle in India — at the field of 
,Ghu2nee. 

Gek. A comrade — why, I commanded a regiment at that very battle, 
—1 was a colonel then, and led the gallant eighty-eighth up to their 
knees in blood 

Andy. Tare an' ouns ! — the eighty -eighth — the Connaught Rangers ! 
That was my father's corps. 

Gen. His name \ [Rises a little. 

Andy. The same as mine — 'twas Andy Blake. 

Gen. Ah! [Fatts hack.] My own Serjeant, who saved my life ly 
•acrificing his owrt. I stood by his bedside as he bled to.deith. " Good- 
bye, General," said the brave fellow, " if it wasn't for my poor ehildreii, 
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I'd di« a happy man entirely, this day ;" and as he stretched out bu 
hahd to sign a letter to his son, which he had just dictated tn a com- 
rade, he fell hack — a corpse. 

ATuly. And here's that letter — unsigned — as he left it. 

[^Gives the Generai. the Letter, 

Gen. The same — the same. Come to my heart, my children — mine. 
God bless you ! [/fe embraces them. 

Re-enter Lady Mohntjoy, o. d. — Comes down, L H, 
Lady M. Well, General, I've arranged all our diiEoulties. The un- 
happy young girl shall live in my establishment. I have found a place 
for her 

Gen. And so have I — on my heart — for while a roof is over me, by 
the great Iron Duke, she shall share it. 

Andy. Hurroo ! This is a great day for Ireland. 

Enter Dick Daly, u. d. 

Dick. I come, Sir, to Mary 1 

Gen. [ Crosses <o c] Miss Blake, Sir ; none of you damned famili- 
arity under my roof. This lady is mistress here — for the future — she 
is my adopted child. Her father shed his blood to save your father's 
Sfe — ^he died, and here is his legacy. 

Dick. I did not require this news to prompt me how I ought to act, 
1 have resigned my cornmission in the Guards, and now, as a commou 
volunteer my name is enrolled in the next regiment that sails for the 
Turkish war. 

Gen. You have — you — {Repressing his delight^ — you have my con- 
sent — begone 

LttidfM. What do I hear % My nephew a common soldier 1 

Dwk, She whom I love is not now beneath me in rank — and I can 
offer her my jiand. 

Gen. Stop. — Matters have changed — Miss Blake will inherit a great 
share of my property ; you have not a brass iarthing — she is mistress 
of my house ; and you, as your aunt says, you are a common soldier — 
what will Miss Blake's family say to this \ 

Andy. I'm her family, and have no vulgar prejudices. \Fushing 
Mary across to Dick.] I give my consent. 

Gen. Take her, Dick, and restore to the name you bear, the bright- 
ness that never was clouded till this day. 

[Dice emhraces Masy, and retires badt. 

Lady M. I suppose I must submit. She's pretty, and we must make 
the best of it. [Joins Dick a,nd Maky. — Amdy crosses to L. H. 

Gen. [e.] And now, my boy, what can I do for you ? 

Andy. Me 1 He ! he ! Well, Jinral, if you'd — he ! he ! only let 
me — if you would — i'd like to — ^he ! — I don't know — how to— to— ax 
you. _ ' ■ 

Gen. Out with it — what d'ye want 1 

Andy'. I, I, I, want to throw, my arms about your old neck, and give 
you a kiss. 

Gen. Come I [Andy runs and embraces hiin. 
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Andy. Oh, Jinral I it's the light heart you have put into me this day, 
and I feel at this minute as if I could die for you as my father did — no 
matther — sure I've made everybody happy, and that's all I want. \To 
the Audience.] I have made you happy — if 1 have, why, when you go 
borne, and spake of me — arrah ! smooth over the faults of a pout Iriab 
b*j, and aay a pleasant kind word about ANDY BLAKR 
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Happy Land 




I>TE3-W- T=^l-.J^irS* 


PUBLISHED IN FRENCH'S LONDON EDITION. 


Twenty Minutes TJnpLex an 


Bitter Beckoning 


Who'll Lend me a Wife 


Dmbi^eUa 


DUeen Oge 


Extremes Meet 


M*. Joffln'g Latoh Key 


Bathing 


Golden Plough 


Wttoh and Walt 


An Uld Score 


Sweethearts 


Fiunily.Pictures 


My Sister from India 


Velvet and Rags 


I'atttiaiaes 


Maria Martin 


Cut for Partner 


Aahoreand Afloat 


Amqpg the BeH^ 


Love's Alarms 


Jeannette and Jeannot 


Nabob for an^our 


An Appeal to the Feelings 


Bridal Wreath 


An Old Man , .• 


Tale of a Coniet 


6told Ilend 


YiUage Nightingale 


Under False Colors 


lom Bowline 


OnrNelly 


Heroes 


HardeBe, the Vagrant 


Partners for Life ' 


Philanthropy 


Xba Tampixe 


Chopstickand Bpikins 


LitUe Vixens 


HeadleSB Qoraemsn 


Chiselling 


The Coming Woman 


Our Geordie 


Birds in their Little Nests 


Telephone 


For Honor's Sake 


Pretty Predioamsnt 


Too Late to Save 


Our Bittnest Foe 


Seven Sins 


Just My Luck 


By Royal Command 


Insured at Lloyd's 


Grateful Father 


Blow In the Dark 


Hand and Glove 


Happy Medium 


Painlege Dentistry 


Keep'Vonr Eye on Her 


Sole Survivor 


XafelagtUeVeU \ 


JesBomy's Courtship 


Neck or Nothing 


Bely on My Dissretion 


False Alarm 


Poppleton'sPredleamenta 


Who Stole the Ulbck 


tip In the World 


Anid Aeguaintanoe 


Lore and Honsr 


Parted 


Wt'eds 


Dill the Clyde 


One in Hand, &c 




Uary'flitoeam 

Fanae — 


Little Sunshine 


Dentist's Clerk 
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Cor]c, Qreaae. F 


oints, Lightning: lor Priv 


ate TheatricalB. 


Jarley'B Wax Works, Eth 


iopian Plays, Charades, An 


aateur'8 Guide. Guide to 


the Stage. 
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